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five miles from Naples, and as it was necessary to feed the
horses, I was in hopes of showing Sir Walter the amphitheatre
of Pompeii while they ate their corn. The day, however, be-
ing rainy, we gave up the amphitheatre, and halted at the little
tavern immediately below Pompeii. Here being obliged to re-
main, it was thought advisable to eat, and I had an opportunity
of witnessing the hospitality which I had always heard distin-
guished Sir Walter, for, after we had finished, not only the
servants were fed with the provisions he had brought, but the
whole remainder was distributed to the poor people who had
been driven into the tavern by the rain. This liberality unfor-
tunately occasioned a deficit on the following day, when the
party started without provision for the solitudes of Psestum.

" Near Nocera I pointed out a tower situated upon a high
mountain, and guarding a pass by which a very steep and zig-
zag road leads toward Amalfi. I observed, that it was possi-
ble that if the Saracens were ever really seated at Nocera dei
Pagani, this tower might have been at the confines of the
Amalfitan Republic, and have been their frontier against the
Mahometans. It was surprising how quickly he caught at any
romantic circumstance; and I found, in a very short time, he
had converted the Torre di Ciunse, or Chiunse, into a feudal
residence, and already peopled it with a Christian host. He
called it the Knight's Castle, as long as it remained in sight,
and soon after transferred its interest to the curious little tow-
ers, used for pigeon-shooting, which abound in the neighbor-
hood, though they were on the other side of the road.

" From La Cava, the party proceeded the next day to Pses-
tum, setting out early in the morning; but I did not accom-
pany Sir Walter on that journey, and consequently only know
that, by good luck, he found eggs and other rustic fare near
the Temples, and returned, after a drive of fifty-four miles,
very much fatigued, to a late dinner. He was, however, com-
pletely restored by the night's rest, and we visited on the fol-
lowing day the splendid Benedictine Monastery of La Trinita
deEa Cava, situated about three miles from the great road,
and approached through a beautiful forest of chestnuts, spread-
ing over most picturesque mountains. The day was fine, and
Sir Walter really enjoyed the drive; and the scenery recalled
to his mind something of the kind which, he had seen in Scot-lassical shape in literature is thaf Vhich Charles Perrault gave them in
